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BOSS'S BABYSITTER 


Office romances are strictly forbidden where | work. But 
when the boss’s baby needs a babysitter this office girl 
agrees to watch the boss’s daughter, and quickly finds the 
boss watching her 


And for the first time this babysitter knows she’s met the 
man she’s been saving her very own first time for. 


But what this office girl doesn’t know is that her boss is 
her dad’s best friend. 


Will this older man and his baby girl have her thinking 
about another first time... her first pregnancy with her first 
love and a home full of baby girls and baby boys with her 
very own boss of the house? 


Or will her dad’s best friend resist risking his life long 
friendship and business partnership with her dad leaving 
her with nothing more than memories as the boss’s 
babysitter? 


Or will her dad’s best friend resist risking his life long 
friendship and business partnership with her dad leaving 
her without the partnership she wanted all along... as so 
much more than just the boss’s babysitter? 


*Boss’s Babysitter is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Jacob 
Her face looks familiar but | just can’t place her. 


It’s not that her face looks familiar because it’s the type you 
see every day. Not at all. 


It’s the kind of face that’s so unique once you see it you 
never forget it. 


And | haven’t. No way would | forget that face. 


But | did forget her name. The cardinal sin in business and 
I’ve broken it. 


But this isn’t about business. This is about so much more. 
This is about life. 


My life. Her life. And how our paths need to cross right now. 


“Janice,” | say to my secretary. She stands up from her desk 
and comes to the doorway of my office. 


“Yes, Mr Stone.” 
“Who's the girl in the company picture we took yesterday?” 


“That’s Mina, the new hire. She works in admin down on the 
third floor.” 


“Last name?” 


“Let me check on that for you, sir” 


| stare at the picture wondering why | can’t place her and it’s 
driving me absolutely crazy. 


“Lewis, sir” 


“Mina Lewis,” | say as | type it into my contact lists search 
bar “Thanks, Janice.” 


Is she a client’s daughter? 


A rep of some sort who’s tried to sell our company some 
business equipment before? 


How did we hire her? 
No results to display. 


Well, just because she’s not in my contact list doesn’t mean | 
don’t know who she is. 


| pull up her file in the company database. 


Good student. Interviewed well. Working a lot of overtime 
and not putting it on her timesheet. 


Why in the world would she do that? She’s missing out on 
that time and a half? This could be a lawsuit waiting to 
happen, or she’s a genuinely generous person who’s 
absolutely a team player. Those are hard to find these days. 
Very hard to find. 


| look back at her picture and focus in on those hazel eyes of 
hers again. There are almost golden specs in them. It’s 


absolutely crazy that | can tell that from a picture of a group 
taken at a distance. She must be a good five to ten yards 
away from the camera and | can pick out the specs in her 
eyes, 


But that’s not the only thing | can pick out. 


| can see she’d be perfect for another position | need filled. 
One that requires the utmost in trust, confidentiality, and 
commitment. And she’s already shown she’s more than 
capable of all three just by those overtime hours she’s not 
billing. 


But that needs to stop. She needs to be paid for the work 
she’s doing. I’m not a miser in any sense of the word and 
there’s nothing | like more than rewarding hard work, 
especially when the worker doesn’t seem to be getting 
noticed for it. 


“Janice, can you call Mina into my office?” | ask. 
“Sir,” she says. 


“Can you call Mina into my office?” | repeat. | need to see 
this girl right now. | need to Know what makes someone like 
this tick. Why she chose to work at Stone Solutions. Last 
month we had a reporter take a job here to try and dig up 
dirt on me, but I can see just by looking at her picture she’s 
not that kind of person. 


She doesn’t have that harsh, corporate ladder climber look. 
How did we find an employee like this? And much more 
importantly why haven't | ever been able to find a woman 
anywhere remotely like this for my own life? 


“No need to call her in, sir” 


“What?” | ask. Why is Janice suddenly acting so strange? 


“She’s standing in your doorway.” 


CHAPTER 2 


Mina 


| feel my fingers on both hands tighten their grip around the 
manila folder I’m holding in front of my waist. 


I’m focused on keeping my head up high and my shoulders 
back, but not too far back to make it look like I’m sticking 
out my chest. | want to appear professional, and not 
available. 


But now that I’ve seen him in person for the first time the 
thought of not being available suddenly seem like such a 
bad idea. 


But what does suddenly seem like a bad idea was coming up 
here and trying to negotiate with a man whose entire 
existence screams power. 


As he stands | see his summer wool suit is wide at the 
shoulders and tapers quickly to match the V-shape of his 
body. It has to be custom made, not because he must be 
worth millions at a minimum, but because he’s in tip top 
shape regardless of whether he’s thirty-seven or any age for 
that matter...not that I’ve been Googling him relentlessly 
the last three days in preparation for this moment. 


| read an interview he gave on negotiating where he 
compared the pros and cons of having as much information 
on the other party as possible before the negotiation. Well, | 
took that approach of having as much as possible, but 


regardless I’m quickly seeing I’m way out of my element 
here. And in way over my head. 


And as he approaches me I can also see he’s well over a 
head taller than me. My mom named me Mina, and the 
name fit. Both my parents were both tall, but I’m definitely 
diminutive as in small and feeling even smaller with each 
step towards me he takes. 


| remember to bend my knees so | don’t get wobbly or even 
worse pass out. 


In college when a boy walked up to me, which wasn’t very 
often, his attempts to communicate were clumsy, sloppy, 
unprepared or usually all of the above. 


Not his. Not here. Not now. 


“Mina,” he says as he extends his hand. “Jacob Stone. Nice 
to meet you.” 


“Nice to meet you, Mr. Stone,” | say as | take my right hand 
from the folder and extend it in his direction. But my nerves 
give me away as the folder fumbles in my hand and | pull 
my hand back trying to catch it but it’s too late. Papers fly 
everywhere and | can feel the heat in my cheeks. 


| try my best to bend down in a ladylike manner but skirts 
and heels are not my forte. | do some sort of maneuver that 
looks like the reverse of a baby deer trying to stand up and 
as my body nears the floor | realize my balance is quickly 
nearing nonexistent. 


| feel my weight move back into my butt and my body is 
about to tip backward which would cause my legs to come 


flying open right in-front of me giving him a straight on shot 
right up my skirt! 


| do the only thing I can think of and throw all of my weight 
forward instead and throw out my hands bracing for impact. 


It never comes. 


It’s like one of those amusement park rides where you're 
facing forward and free falling straight down right before the 
ride curves at the bottom and pulls you back up to safety. 
The ones where you're upper body is literally horizontal so 
you can’t even say your stomach is in your throat. It’s more 
like you’re entire being is just throwing itself out the back of 
your body. 


But just like the curve at the bottom of those rides saves you 
at the last fraction of a second, the curve of his big hands 
lock onto my shoulder and he brings me right back up to my 
feet. 


As he steadies me | feel my head spin and quickly take a 
deep breath trying to get myself straightened out again. So 
much from starting a negotiation from a strong position, 
both literally and figuratively. 


“| got you. You're okay,” he says. 


| may be okay in the sense that I’m no longer in imminent 
danger of needing to take a week off work while | recover 
from the nose job | was nearly in need of if my face had 
made contact with the floor, but | am in a very different kind 
of imminent danger when | look up into those sparkling blue 
eyes of his. 


He keeps his hands on my shoulders and carefully guides 
me over to a chair next to his desk, where he helps me sit 
down in a way that lets me keep my dignity, or as much of it 
as | have left. 


Which isn’t much as | see that across the floor the top paper 
in the mess I’ve just made is the hand drawn flow chart with 
boxes and arrows detailing how | was going to negotiate 
with him based on his responses to my requests. 


He scoops up the papers and doesn’t mention what’s written 
on them, but surely he must have seen. 


And what I’m seeing right now for myself is a man who’s as 
gentle and caring as he is powerful. | expected the 
corporate executive to be more a type of shark than a teddy 
bear. It seems he can be both depending on the situation. 
No wonder he’s so good at his job. 


He’s adaptable. 


But | still haven’t adapted to him. To pick up the papers he’s 
had to squat down and lean forward. As he leans I can see 
the width of his back and the power in his arms. I’m not 
good with heights and weights but he’s clearly very tall and 
very built. | can only imagine what he looks like out of that 
suit, not that l'Il ever get to see it. 


As he stands my eyes drift to his shoes. Is there any 
attention to detail this guy’s missed? The dark brown 
calfskin also appears to be Italian, | can tell by the quality 
and the sleek design. And the rich brown hues are the 
perfect compliment to his navy blue suit. 


Wow, is this man ever put together well. 


“Sorry about that,” he says. “This floor was just mopped and 
it’s too slick. I’m really sorry.” 


| rise up from my chair to hastily take the things | dropped. | 
quickly shove the papers into the manila folder. 


He’s doing his best not to make me look like the nervous 
wreck that | am. 


He saved me from falling flat on my face. 


He showed me to a very nice and comfortable chair so | 
could catch my breath and right myself 


And he blamed the floor for my own clumsiness. 


| never had any doubts that taking my first position out of 
college at Stone Solutions would be a good fit, but his 
actions have done something that transcends business. 

He’s made me proud of my decision to work here...to work 
for a company led by a man like this. | say like this, but from 
all the research | did before | took the job, and what I’m 
seeing now, I’m not really sure like is the right word. Like 
would imply there could be others and I’m quickly becoming 
aware that that’s just not the case. Not. At. All. 


This man is one of a kind. An icon. And here I am in his 
office taking up his time. 


“What can I help you with?” he asks in a tone that is 
comforting almost like a father would say and not what one 
of the most powerful men in the world would say to a low- 
level employee who he’s never met. He’s actually giving me 
confidence. 


“| wanted to ask you about taking on more responsibility,” | 
say. Then | realize how ridiculous and contradictory my 
words must appear to him. 


Hey, here’s a girl who literally can’t stand up on her own 
two feet, but she’s ready to stack more work on her 
shoulders so she can tumble even harder next time. And 
next time you won't be there to catch her 


“| think that’s a great idea,” he says. 


“You do?” | ask. Pull yourself together, Mina. | straighten my 
back. “Great,” | say trying to appear like I’m not nearly as 
overly surprised, make that shocked, as | am. 


“| do and I also think it would be great. What did you have 
in mind?” He pauses raising a hand and then placing it on 
his chest. “I’m sorry. Where are my manners? Please have 
a seat. And can I get you something to drink?” 


“I'm okay,” | say. 


Right then Janice, his secretary, enters the room with two 
bottles of Fiji water which she quickly opens and pours into 
glasses. She comes to my chair and flips some hidden 
switch and a fancy wooden cup holder, which matches the 
arm of the chair, shoots out from the arm of the chair She 
sets the drink down, and sets the other on Mr. Stone’s desk 
and is gone almost as quickly as she appeared. 


| take a drink and realize it was a good idea and that maybe 
| wasn’t okay. 


And l'm still nervous as heck, but I’m certainly feeling 
better A crazy thought hits me. Being powerful doesn’t 
have to be about trying to dominate or domineer 


everything. Being powerful means giving others the 
freedom and comfort to be powerful too. To encourage and 
inspire confidence. 


I’m far from powerful right now, but Mr. Stone is doing 
everything in his considerable power, and does he ever have 
a lot, to encourage and inspire me. 


What an incredible man. And he does it all without bringing 
any attention to it. 


It only solidifies that I’m in the presence of a man unlike any 
other. One|! want to know more about. Have to know more 
about. 


Google searches can only just scratch the surface of the 
multiple depth of his personality. 


| need to learn more about how he got this way. To learn 
from his wisdom. 


And if the feeling I’m getting underneath my skirt right now 
is correct, there is another kind of wisdom I'd really, really, 
really like for him to impart on me one day. 


One that happens not in the boardroom, but in the bedroom. 


CHAPTER 3 


Jacob 


Two hours later | shake Mina’s hand and escort her out of my 
Office. 


Watching her bloom like a flower right there in front of my 
own eyes as the time passed was an absolutely beautiful 
thing. 


She arrived a little nervous, but quickly she got her bearings 
and by the time we were finished she was handling herself 
like a champ. 


My initial impression had been correct. She was special. 


But it was my second impression, my first experience with 
her in person, that had sealed the deal. And in more ways 
that one. 


It was clear that she wasn’t being challenged and she 
wanted more. We talked through it and found a different 
role for her that would not only inspire her to do more 
challenging and interesting work, but would be better for 
the company. 


The transition to that role would start immediately And it 
was a need | didn’t even realize the company had until she 
brought it to my attention. It certainly pays to listen to 
people who are in the thick of things day in and day out. 
They know more about the intricacies of my business than | 
could ever hope to. 


But | know | want her 


And | know she must be treated as fairly as all our 
employees are. And the first action was to cut her a check, 
on the spot, for those overtime hours she wasn’t clocking. | 
was young and hungry once just like her and | know how far 
a somewhat unexpected windfall can go. 


And now I may not be as young as | once was, but I’m 
definitely still as hungry. Up until today my hunger had 
been for business deals and adding another comma to my 
bank account but now my hunger has completely changed. 


I’m hungry for her And that hunger has reinvigorated my 
youth as well. | do everything I can to stay in excellent 
shape, and | am, but there’s a certain vigor and vitality her 
youth and exuberance give me. Something lifting tons of 
weight in the gym, or getting that lightheaded feeling from 
intense cardio just can’t bring. 


The thrill of such a beautiful, smart, and young woman who 
presents herself so well beyond her years can only provide. 


And by only | mean only her. 

I’ve met thousands of women over the years. In business, 
social events, charity fundraisers, athletics... you name it I’ve 
met every type of woman you could imagine. 

| was completely sure of it. 


Until her 


And I was also completely sure marriage and family life 
weren’t for me. It just wasn’t going to work out for me in this 


lifetime. I'd long ago resigned myself to the thought. 


But one look at her One word from the soft, plump lips of 
hers and that resignation was quickly off the table. | was 
ready to sign a different kind of contract with her right then 
and there. 


A life contract. 
She’s the one. There’s absolutely no doubt in my mind. 


| can’t control myself as my eyes gaze over the back of her 
Skirt as | show her into the elevator. I’m walking with my 
body turned at an angle trying to conceal my raging 
erection that hasn’t stopped throbbing for over two hours 
now. Two hours! 


No one has ever stimulated me this much. She’s beautiful, 
intellectual, and hungry to do big things in business. God, 
she reminds me of myself. 


| just want to take her under my wing and teach her 
everything | know about business. 


But first | need her to be ateacher. A kind of teacher much 
more important than on a topic such as making money or 
business. 


The topic of life. 


And there’s no one I want my baby girl to grow up to be 
more like than her. 


CHAPTER 4 


Mina 
The next day 


The black limousine pulls up to the hedges and the security 
guard leaves the guardhouse. The window to the back of 
the car suddenly slides down without making a sound and | 
hand my ID to the security guard. He looks at it and looks at 
me. Then he hands it back to me and the window shuts just 
as quickly as it had opened. 


Though the tint | can see he motions for the driver to pull 
through as the gate pulls back. 


This is unlike any kind of treatment I’m used to, and totally 
out of place for an employee follow-up meeting. 


Not that I’m complaining one bit. 


There was a package on my desk when | arrived in the 
morning. It provided details for the car that would pick me 
up, at a time and place of my choosing this evening, and 
take me to Mr. Stone’s home to discuss the transition of the 
first day in addition to other opportunities that might be 
available. 


It definitely sounded strange, or should | say maybe out of 
the ordinary, but | wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity 
to meet with the man. 


And let’s be honest here. A chance to see this man in his 
own element? In his home. A private man and he was 
giving me access to his personal life, and so quickly to boot? 


| wasn’t about to turn that down. 


I'd laughed at myself just after I’d confirmed this morning. | 
gave an pick-up address about a mile from my house. | 
didn’t think it would be smart to just give out my home 
address, plus my neighborhood wasn’t the best. Then the 
laughter came when | realized they had my home address 
on file. 


And what was | trying to hide or protect anyways? What 
could he possibly want from me that he couldn’t just get 
with a snap of his fingers? 


As the car pulls down the long driveway. About half way 
down it hits a winding point and the car angles so | can see 
him standing there in front of his house. | thought he’d have 
someone there to do that for him? Maybe he wants to greet 
me personally? 


And he does look much more personable. Not that he’s not 
an absolute picture of perfection in his suit in and around 
the office, but now he’s wearing a simple white V-neck T- 
shirt and pants. 


Standing there like that in front of his home he looks like a 
cover shot for Town & Country magazine. Like he’s the 
monthly feature of a sneak peek into the home of a famous, 
wealthy, and powerful man. 


“Thanks for coming,” he says just after he opens the door 
and helps me out. 


| sure am glad I wore a nice dress here. Even though he’s in 
jeans and a T-shirt | would definitely feel underdressed for 
his home, or should | say mansion. 


“Let me show you inside,” he says. 


CHAPTER 5 


Jacob 
What a difference a day makes. 


Yesterday she was a nervous wreck and | was able to get her 
calmed down and get us moving in the right direction. 


Today I’m the nervous wreck and | need nothing more than 
her to calm me down and get us moving in the right 
direction. 


And by us | mean me and my baby. 

I’ve shown her around the house and now here we are in my 
study ready to have coffee and get down to business... and 
life. 

“How's the transition so far?” | ask. 

“It’s great. It’s all happening so fast and is really seamless. 
Everyone’s really cooperative and supportive. | really like 
working at a place with such nice and encouraging people.” 
“Business is all about the right people...as is life. And 
speaking of life there’s another transition I’d like to speak 
with you about.” 


Here we go. 


The coffee cup is right at her lips, but just as she’s about to 
tip it back that last little bit she stops and blows on it 


instead. | know it’s not so hot that it needs to cool down, not 
hot enough for even the most sensitive of lips...and how | 
imagine just how sensitive her lips would be to touch... with 
mine. No, the reason she stopped is because my words 
threw her off. And I’ve been thrown off too by everything 
that’s happening as well, but when life throws you a 
challenge you have to rise to meet it. I’m glad | did, but now 
| realize I’m in over my head. Part of strength is admitting 
your weaknesses, and I’m here to admit mine. 


Because together | know we would have no weaknesses. 

She is strong in areas where I’m weak, and | could learn from 
her and even more importantly there’s someone who's just 
getting started in life who could learn from her as well. 


“A transition? You're not firing me now are you?” She smiles 
and finally does take that sip of coffee. The way her eyes 
look over the top of that cup. The way they’re peering out 
over the top at me. The cup is blocking out the rest of her 
beautiful face, and it’s definitely breathtakingly beautiful, 
but there’s just something about putting those hazel eyes 
with the gold specks in focus that melts me. That causes me 
to forget everything else in life temporarily and just become 
lost in her look. 


And | like that she’s becoming more comfortable with me 
already. Now she’s even able to make a joke about my 
comment. Of course I’m not going to fire her and she knows 
that. As a matter of fact I’m ready for what we're building 
together to go deeper... much deeper. 


I’m ready to bring her into my inner circle. A place where 
I’ve never let anyone. Years and years of keeping everything 
to myself and just a day with this young woman who’s all of 
twenty two years old and I’m ready to open up and let her 


in. Life sure is crazy sometimes. Crazy and beautiful, just 
like her. 


“Never. | couldn’t imagine you not being with our 
company,” | begin. “And more than that I think the skills 
you have and...” Suddenly I’m stuck. Do | just tell her how 
beautiful she is and risk the chance of scaring her away 
before | even say what | want to say? I’m not used to all this 
political correctness stuff, especially when it comes to 
paying a woman a compliment. And I have no idea what 
they’re teaching in schools these days and how younger 
people react to compliments. Suddenly | feel my age, which 
isn’t old, but just might be a bit older than | thought. | need 
to relate to her right now and build up bridges, not tear 
down walls. 


“the kind of amazing person you are, tells me that you’re 
ready for even more challenges.” 


“Okay,” she says. 


“But | have a challenge for you that quite honestly is 
something | can’t solve by myself, and it’s not in the realm 
of the business world. It’s why | asked you to come here, to 
my home. And it’s why I didn’t put on my suit and tie and 
why we're having coffee and getting to Know each other a 
little better, not that | need the time to do that. As crazy as 
it might sound | feel like | already know you well enough. 
Well enough to know you’re someone | trust completely. 
And when I say completely please realize | don’t say it 
lightly.” 


| see the intensity of her eyes as she hangs on to my every 
word. I’m glad she’s taking this as seriously as a listener as | 
am as the one saying these words. They are words | 
practiced in the mirror before she came, but somehow got 


lost between then and now. Why? Because although some 
of the words and sentences are familiar, and | am good at 
memorizing things, this kind of conversation has to come 
from the heart. And it has to be a two-way conversation. | 
need her input and now’s the time to get it. 


“| realize the strength of your words and | want you to know 
you can trust me,” she says. “This is your home and you've 
invited me inside and I respect the sanctity of whatever is 
said in these walls. | give you my word it will stay within 
these walls.” 


She just gets it. She understands me and completely grips 
the challenges | face. | don’t even have to allude to what | 
go through, let alone tell her straight out. She already 
knows and that makes this all less stressful and reinforces 
my decision as a good one, not that | ever questioned it 
would be. 


“My brother and his wife recently passed away when their 
helicopter crashed during a skiing vacation. It was a trip | 
was supposed to join them on, but I got a last second call at 
the office from a very important client and had to cancel. | 
was supposed to be on that helicopter with them, but | 
wasn’t. Somebody was looking out for me that day. And 
now through this tragic twist of fate I’ve decided to pay it 
back and look out for someone of my own. Not that pay it 
back is the right choice of words. | see what happened next 
as my duty, my responsibility, but most importantly 
something | want todo. And I do. One hundred percent. 
But after trying and trying I’m realizing now I won't be able 
to do this by myself, and that’s hard for someone like me to 
admit. Someone who likes to take on any challenge, no 
matter how big or small in life admitting that they bit off 
more than they can chew. And that’s what I’m doing here 
now before you. And the reason I’m telling you is because | 


know you’re the only one who can help me make this right... 
make this work.” 


She nods. It’s not exactly a nod in agreement but just to let 
me know she’s listening and it’s okay for me to continue. 

I’m not usually one to speak so openly and so much, but I’m 
finding these words somewhat cathartic and realize I’ve 
been keeping this inside too long. But now it’s time to cut to 
the chase. 


“So without further ado, can | show you what I’m talking 
about and | think it will put everything into perspective and 
make a lot more sense?” 


“Of course,” she says. “Please.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Mina 
There’s a fine line between a weak man and one who shares 
his true feelings. Jacob is anything but weak, but wow... did 
he ever just open up to me. 


Or at least he started to. 


And now he’s about to finish that thought and I’m both 
excited and nervous at what I’m going to discover. 


He extends his hand toward the door and I place my coffee 
on the saucer. 


He escorts me through the main entryway. I’m not even sure 
what all these rooms are called in a house as large and 
elegant as this, and into another room. 


| see it and | freeze. 


Suddenly everything he was alluding to makes complete 
sense. 


There’s a crib in the corner and | don’t have to guess what’s 
inside. 

| start to say a whole bunch of words but finish none of 
them. | basically just mouth a bunch of syllables. Finally | 
get ahold of myself. “May I?” | say softly. 


He nods and together we walk towards the crib. 


When I reach the side | place my hands behind my back 
making sure not to disturb the crib incase the baby is 
sleeping and lean in over the edge. 


Oh. My. God. 


She’s so tiny and so peaceful looking. | can see her little 
chest rising and falling as she sleeps there with the tiny 
bonnet on her head and the pink blankets covering her and 
the white sheets below her. 


“| had someone watching her, but she just stepped out. I’d 
asked her earlier to do so when she heard us leave the 
study. | don’t want you to think I left the baby alone in here 
by herself” 


“No. Of course | know you’d never do that,” | say quietly 
But to be honest for the first time since we’ve met I’m not 
paying too close of attention to his words. | am processing 
them, yes, but I’m just so focused on this little adorable 
thing in front of me. | just want to pick her up and hold her 
and...oh my gosh do so many things with her 


| do like babies of course, but I’ve never had a reaction to 
one like this before. And I have no idea why. 


I’m not at the age where my body is demanding one. | 
haven't been thinking about them. I’m not emotional or 
having any mood swings lately, except for the desires | had 
about Jacob last night which definitely cost me a few hours 
of sleep but that’s another story entirely. 


I’m not really sure how much time goes by as I’m just in 
complete awe, staring down at her. 


“What’s her name?” 

“Mia,” he says. 

“Almost the same as mine,” | say as | turn to look at him with 
a smile so wide across my face you'd think it was going to 
crack from the pressure. 


“Just one letter smaller,” he says. “Coincidence or fate?” 


It’s then | realize how intently he’s looking at me. He’s been 
watching me this whole time. | can recognize it now 


He was watching me to see how I'd react to his baby and 
how his baby would react to me. 


He’s doing what he’s supposed to do. He’s being a good 
father. He really cares about Mia’s well being. He cares a 
whole lot actually. It’s such a beautiful thing and also a 
beautiful thing which he did. 

Could this man be any more perfect? 


“And | want you to be her babysitter,” he says. 


CHAPTER 7 


Jacob 
| told her | wanted her to be my baby’s babysitter. 
Maybe nanny was a better word. 


But there’s a word that’s so much better and really 
encapsulates what | want to Say... 


Wife. 


A babysitter is someone who’s only in your home, and 
possibly your life, for short amounts of time and likely a few 
years, 


A nanny is someone who’s in your home for much longer 
stretches of time, but again... only in your life for a fixed 
amount of years most likely. 


Wife? 


She’s by your side forever. And she’s definitely involved 
with raising and watching after your kids, but also so much 
more. 


Making a family with you. With me. My wife. My lover The 
mother to all our children. The matriarch. My partner in life 
and business. The one who teaches our little girls to grow 
up to be women and the one that teaches our little boys how 
to use their feelings to bond with and help girls their own 


age and to one day understand and love a woman of their 
own. 


And then one day we'll be grandparents. 


But first things first. I’ve got to make her mine. There are 
no ifs, ands or buts about this. 


There’s no taking no or maybe for an answer. 

She will be mine no matter what it takes. 

But not by force, definitely not that. I’m going to show her 
there’s no-one on earth who will love her as much as I do 
already. 


No one who respects and cares for her as much as | do. 


And no one on earth who will go to the corners of the earth 
to make sure she’s there by my side. 


And that’s exactly where | want to go with her... everywhere 
on the globe 


And not just her. With our family. 
God, this is too perfect. 


I've never felt so happy in my life. The world has never 
made so much sense to me as it does now. 


| wake up happy every morning, ready to do deals, make 
money, and provide jobs for families in the city. 


And I enjoy every second of those things and the rush of 
endorphins they bring. 


But nothing could compare, or prepare me, for the rush she 
gives me. 


Just looking at her And how | can’t wait for the day until | 
get to look at her as she lies next to me on a fluffy, white 
pillow just like the angel she is... riding on her cloud. 


| couldn’t even sleep last night after she agreed. 


Even Janice knew something was different this morning and 
| didn’t even speak with her She said my email sounded, 
“even more upbeat than normal.” She even asked, “if | was 
okay,” and “if she could please have some of whatever it 
was | was having.” 


Absolutely not. 


| wish Janice the best in her quest for love but Mina’s mine 
Mine and only mine. 


Even her name is beautiful. Mina. It’s a diminutive name 
that sounds diminutive. It’s like her Small, but fierce and 
straight to the point. It counterbalances me perfectly. A big 
guy who’s also fierce and straight to the point, but together 
we can even each other out. Provide a yen to the other’s 


yang. 

| stand in front of the house counting down the minutes until 
eight o’clock. I’m just waiting on the car to deliver her for 
her first day. 


“Hey Rusty!” | say as my rust colored retriever comes 
running up to me and puts his paws on my chest. 


“You're getting big, boy Aren’t you?” 


Normally I’d be upset that Rusty muddied my shirt. Not 
today. Today l'm in a T-shirt. I’m working from home today. | 
need to be here to walk Mina through everything. 


And if this had been yesterday | would have done some ninja 
move to avoid Rusty What a jerk am I? To avoid the 
affection of man’s best friend just to keep my suit spotless. 
Not today. | give Rusty a big ol’ hug and he barks loudly in 
return. 


Rusty is a great hugger, that’s for sure, but there’s another 
hug...and if I’m being honest with myself a whole lot more... 
that | want from somebody else. 

Somebody very special. 


And somebody who just pulled up to the front gate! 


Like a kid hosting his first slumber party | want to run to the 
gate and greet her, but | have to keep my cool. 


The blood is flowing through my veins so fast and so strong 
right now I don’t want to do anything that scares her off 
before she even gets started. And that includes the massive 
erection | have to hide thanks to that blood flow that’s all 
rushing to my groin. 


This is too perfect and | just want to jump ahead to the 
wedding part. 


I’m aman who knows what he wants and | want her. 


And I will get her Oh will | ever. 


But | have to give her time and space and be patient for her 
attraction to match mine. 


| laugh out loud at the word. Attraction. What in the heck is 
that? 


I’m not attracted to her That word comes nowhere near 
close enough to describing what | feel for her I’m obsessed 
with her. 


And it feels fan-freaking-tastic! 


CHAPTER 8 


Mina 
Before | know it it’s two o'clock. 
The day is flying by I’m having so much fun. 


If my first day is any indication of what’s in store this is 
going to be the absolute perfect situation for me. 


| spent most of last night watching YouTube parenting videos 
and reading baby blogs online to learn as much as I can 
about little tips and tricks when it comes to taking care of a 
baby. 


So far so good. She still sleeps a lot so I’m mostly just 
holding her, talking to her, and there was one diaper change 
which was easier than | thought it would be. 


| try and temper my enthusiasm though as | know every day 
won’t go this smoothly. 


Not only that but Jacob told me that for the first week l'Il 
babysit almost exclusively and then once I get the hang of 
the ins and outs of that l'Il split my day between babysitting 
and working my new role for Stone Solutions. Being that so 
much work is done online now and face-to-face 
communication is less important for people who aren’t in 
sales or are executives I’m going to be able to work from 
Jacob’s home. He’s even set up a room for me with a 
computer and everything I'll need. 


So I’m going to be working in the corporate world, which I’m 
extremely excited about, and getting priceless experience in 
childcare, which I totally didn’t expect but am almost even 
more excited about suddenly. 


One day that childcare will come in handy. The question is 
will that be one day soon? 


| can’t help but notice the interactions between Jacob and | 
and how well we work as a team, whether he’s showing me 
how to do some Stone Solutions thing or when he shows me 
something Mia likes and how to handle her in certain 
situations. He’s picked up on a lot of her idiosyncrasies and 
that’s going to help me out a lot. Like for some reason she 
prefers to be held on the right shoulder much more than the 
left. 


And speaking of right, Jacob is looking more and more like 
Mr. Right by the minute. 


“Ready for some lunch?” he asks. 
“Starving,” | say. 

“Great. l'Il whip something up.” 
“You cook too?” 


“I'm not Michelin rated or anything like that, but | can whip 
up something a little more complex than a man meal.” 


“Man meals being?” 


“Canned tuna. Beans and wieners. Ground beef with 
onions.” 


“Wait a second. Does canned tuna actually count as 
cooking?” 


“It does if you mix something in with it.” 
“Oh, is that how it works?” 


“That’s definitely how it works. And speaking of work I think 
we worked really well together this morning.” 


“Amazingly well,” | say. | don’t know what’s gotten into me 
but | offer him a high five which he accepts. But we don’t 
high five. We slap hands, but our hands stay in place just a 
little too long. 


My eyes stay locked on his and his on mine. There’s a 
moment there that neither of us can deny. Suddenly | feel 
his fingers start to close around mine and mine follow suit. 


Our high five turns into something of a hand holding session 
that lasts all of a split second...or three. Then suddenly we 
release hands at the same time 


My mind goes into thinking mode instantly Did he release 
before me or did | release before him? Or did we really 
release at the same time like I think? 


From the look in his eyes says he might be trying to figure 
out the same thing. 


“What do you like?” he asks. 


“That,” | blurt out thinking about our hands coming together 
and how I now miss the feeling of his touch. For aman who 
works in an office he sure has strong fingers and big hands. 

| even felt a callous or two. Then again he does work out a 


lot and from the looks of things he must lift heavy weights. | 
bet those big barbells take a toll on your fingers, especially 
if you’ve been lifting all your life which | guess he has to 
have built a body so perfect. 


| body which really shines underneath that T-shirt. | always 
knew he was extremely well conditioned underneath that 
suit, but today it’s on display All I have to do is imagine 
that thin layer of white cotton away and I can visualize the 
width and thickness of his chest. | can imagine running my 
hands along the grooves in each of his abdominal muscles, 
and there are many. 


When you're raising a child you have to kind of do things on 
the fly He needed to quickly wipe one of his hands earlier 
and his first reaction was to lift up his shirt. | stored that 
visual in my memory bank for safekeeping. 


And it’s suddenly out of safekeeping and at the forefront of 
my mind. 


“That as in canned tuna mixed with something?” he asks. 
“Um, yeah. That can be good,” | say quickly catching 
myself. Oh my gosh | almost exposed my desire right there, 


but was able to make a quick recovery... sort of. 


“Well, | think | can do better than that for you, especially for 
your first day.” 


“How about we can do better than that,” | say. 
“You know your way around a kitchen?” 


“I know a thing or two.” 


“Well then let’s see what you’ve got.” 


“Let’s see what we’ve got,” | say throwing in a wink at the 
end for good measure. 


CHAPTER 9 


Jacob 


“We should probably salt it a bit before we stick it in the 
oven,” she says. 


“Yeah, you’re right,” | say as | turn back and reach for the 
salt shaker. 


But her hand beats mine by just a fraction of a second and 
my hand comes down on top of hers. 


| stop, my body twisted back with my eyes straight on hers. 


She stops, with her entire body and eyes facing me directly 
from behind. 


It’s a standoff. Neither of us moves and it’s partly because 
the air is so thick with tension I’m not sure we could if we 
wanted to. 


But I’m not letting this opportunity slide by like the first. 


Without looking I set the thick glass dish down on top of the 
stove and put my knee into the door, closing it. 


Then I rotate from my hips like they’re a loaded spring as the 
lower half of my body pulls itself around to face hers. 


Now we're face to face with my hand still on top of hers. 


My moves are like some sort of animals mating dance. The 
male of the species doing everything he can to catch and 
keep the female’s attention. 


And I've got it right now and she most certainly has mine. 
All of mine. 


| look down at her realizing just how much smaller she is 
than me and it only makes my protective instinct that much 
stronger. The instinct has been working overtime ever since 
| adopted Mia, but with Mina it’s something else entirely. 


But at the moment | don’t see them as two separate 
instincts. | see them as one. 


The need to protect my family. 


Mia is my official family and Mina will soon be, whether she 
knows it or not. And if the look on her face is any indication 
she does. 


Or at least it’s clear that she knows there’s something here 
and that she feels it too. 


And feel is exactly what | need right now, as in to feel more 
of her skin against mine. 


| bring up my other hand and gently place it on her cheek. 
Her skin is so soft, smooth and feminine. Her skin just begs 
for my hand to touch it. It’s like those round cheekbones 
were made to sit in the palm of my hand. | don’t know much 
about makeup and all those things but | can also tell from 
her skin that she doesn’t use products on her face, nor does 
she need to. 


She’s flawless. And not just her skin. In every way. 


| run my hand over her cheek and above her ear, feeling her 
dark brown hair glide in-between my fingertips. It’s soft and 
perfect, just like those cheeks of hers, but there’s just 
something about feeling her long locks that makes it so 
damn hard not to take her right now. 


| see her head move to the side slightly and her neck 
become more exposed to me. It’s a mating sign for most 
animals and I’m certainly receptive to it right now Humans 
may be the pinnacle of the animal kingdom but no matter 
how high we rise we still are just that... animals. 


And she’s bringing out the most animalistic thoughts in me 
and the most primal of reactions in my pants. And that’s not 
to mention the rate at which my heart is now beating. 


My whole body is responding to her and more accurately to 
my want for her My need. 


And | have to have her 


| lean into her | can feel her warm breath on my forearm 
and see her pupils dilating in real time. 


This is so feral and so primitive but so perfect. | like nothing 
more when everything else is wiped away and only the truth 
remains, whether in business or in my personal life. 


And the truth of what we feel for each other is exactly what 
we have right now. 


My face continues to close the distance and | feel my cock 
already twitching in my pants. 


| run my hands through her hair a bit further and my hand 
gently cups the back of her head. 


The last thing | see is her lips part and then my lips meet 
hers and a wave runs over me from my lips and throughout 
my body. The wave sends goose bumps across the entirety 
of my skin, from the top of my head to my feet. 


She is so perfect. 


| want so much more right now but more than anything | 
want to look at her now. To see her reaction. To feel her 
desire. 


| pull my head back and see her skin is already flush with 
heat. | know mine is the same. 


| prepare to lean in again. 


“Mr Stone,” David my butler says. “It’s Janice She says it’s 
urgent.” He looks at us. “Sorry to interrupt, sir” 


| shoot him an angry look, not even realizing I’m doing it 
until | see the embarrassment on his face for intruding. 


But he’s not intruding exactly. The man is doing his job and 
he’s doing it well. It’s just that his timing couldn’t be worse, 
but it’s not his fault. 


“What could be more urgent than this? | told her to hold all 
my calls,” I say. Then I catch myself getting angry for the 
first time in | can’t even remember how long. “Thank you, 
David,” I say “l'Il take the call in the study.” | pause. “And 
sorry for the way that | looked at you.” 


“Nothing at all, Sir lIl patch the call in,” he says. 


It’s just that | was so close to feeling those luscious lips of 
hers on mine again and | would have been angry if anyone 
in the world had interrupted us at that moment, let alone a 
man who I trust and admire and who’s been with me for the 
last five years. 


| feel bad, but we have a great relationship and | know l'Il 
smooth things out with him this evening. 


And speaking of relationships he must have seen that a new 
one is falling into place perfectly right now. 


Perfectly until we were interrupted. 

| should be concerned with the reason for getting a call from 
the office today, but the only concern of mine is when my 
lips will be wrapped around Mina’s again. 

It’s a very pressing concern and | already miss their taste, 
their softness, and the shock of energy and electricity they 
filled me with. 


And | have to have that again. 


Soon. Very soon or my ability to concentrate will go from 
bad to worse to non-existent. 


Ability to concentrate on anything other than her that is. 
She has my attention... my undivided attention. 


| turn back as | walk away and just then | see her bend over 
placing the dish in the oven. 


The curve of her lower back and the roundness of her ass. 


My head spins back forward before | completely lose it. 


| make a fist bringing it to my mouth where | bite down on 
the lower joint of my first finger. 


But what I really want to sink my teeth into is her... every 
last inch. 


CHAPTER 10 


Mina 


“Is everything okay?” | ask twenty minutes later when Jacob 
returns to the kitchen. | see the look on Jacob’s face and 
something looks just a bit off. | hate to put my nose where it 
doesn’t belong and insert things that aren’t my business, 
but this seems like more than that. | want to give hima 
chance to vent incase whatever just came up is troubling 
him. 


“Yes, Everything is great. Thank you,” he says as he bellies 
up to the bar in the kitchen. 


I’ve put our dishes on plates, but haven’t moved them into 
the dining room yet. Now that | think about it it could be fun 
just to eat them here. 

“It was my best friend actually.” 

“Oh.” 

“He ran out of some of the solutions that Stone Solutions 
provides and he needs them right away so I got him taken 
care of” Jacob pauses. “Want to eat in here?” he asks as he 
looks at my body language and the plates. 


“I was thinking we could.” 


“Why not?” He grabs his fork. “Bon appetite,” he says and 
offers his fork to mine. We clink forks and I smile 


“He'll be in town next week. You'll meet him for sure.” 


| sink my teeth into the oven cooked juicy chicken breast 
and the explosion of taste in my mouth is like no other We 
do make a great team. Not just in business and raising Mia, 
but in the kitchen too. 


And we make a great kissing team too. All | could think 
about when he was away was the feeling of his lips on mine 
and how much I wanted that back. | should be more worried 
about whatever he was dealing with in the other room but 
all | could think of was him getting back in here and dealing 
with me. 


But now that we’re eating the moment has passed. For now 
at least. | watch him as he quickly devours one chicken 
breast and takes another from the glass dish. Wow, he can 
really eat and he must like what we made as much as I do. 


| can imagine being here at night making dinners like this 
for each other and for Mia one day. 


And maybe not just Mia. How incredible would it be if | had 
kiddos hugging each of my legs and playing hide and seek 
or tag in the kitchen on warm summer nights while | made 

chocolate chip cookies for the whole family. My family. 


It’s incredible how meeting one man can put thoughts in 
your head where there weren’t thoughts before. 


“How’s the chicken?” he asks. 
“Amazing. I think we did pretty good,” | say. 


“| think we did great,” he says. He smiles at me in between 
bites. “And this afternoon I'll show you some things with the 


business that will help the company do great there as well.” 


“I like the sound of that,” I say | want to help this man take 
his already successful company to even bigger heights. To 
get the thrill as we do it together. I’m not totally naive and 
think some bright eyed and bushy tailed twenty-two year 
old girl fresh out of college will make a huge difference right 
away, but I’m certainly hopeful. 


The more | learn the more | can contribute and | really want 
that. Right now | almost feel like he’s doing mea favor. | 
know I’m a good worker and | want to earn my keep. 


He’s given me a chance to get my foot in the door and now 
that I’m in it’s up to me to stay here. 


And by here I don’t just mean his business. | mean his 
everything. 


CHAPTER 11 


Jacob 


| lie in bed but there will be no sleeping anytime soon. No 
way. No how 


Not that | want to because | want to keep thinking of her and 
the day we had. 


Granted | know my dreams would be filled with her as well, 
but being conscious and processing everything that 
happened today is even more fulfilling for me. 


She was absolutely perfect with Mia. She didn’t get grossed 
out at the sight of a poopy diaper. 


She held Mia to her chest like her mother used to do. It was 
hard for me to watch actually, but it was all made better 
knowing how safe and protected Mia felt. Mia is the priority. 
| have to make sure she reaches her full potential in life and 
half of that challenge, if not more, is having the right woman 
by my side. 


And that woman is Mina, no question. 
And Mina’s not only right for Mia, she’s right for me too. 


God, the way her lips felt. | want to feel that all the time 
forever. That and so much more. 


| want to lie in bed and run my hand over her skin... twirl her 
beautiful hair in my fingers...and kiss her all over...and then 


do it again and again and again. 
| want to fall asleep every night holding her. 


| used to think this giant bed | slept in was for my own 
comfort. It was so! could stretch out as much as | wanted, 
roll around, and just generally have the perfect sleeping 
experience so | would wake up refreshed and ready for the 
day. 


And it is for that. Or should | say was. 


Now | understand. It’s not for me. It’s for us. So we have 
plenty of room to spoon as we fall asleep together And 
plenty of room to do all the things | want to do to her which 
gets us so exhausted that we have no choice but to sleep. 


And the bed is big enough that we could even have a few 
dogs jump up on it from time to time when we take 
afternoon naps. And once our family gets bigger we'll have 
kids up here with us. 


And yes we will have a family together. 


| can just imagine those summer thunderstorms and the 
lightning and the youngest of our kids getting scared and 
asking if they can sleep in our room. We'll have to know 
when thunderstorms come so those will be the nights we'll 
have to dig deep down and summon up all our willpower so 
we don’t put our hands on each other. Those will be the 
nights we hold our kids making sure they fall asleep in our 
arms knowing they’re safe while the rain batters the glass 
providing the perfect sound for all of us to sleep soundly 
together. 


How amazing can this life with her really become? 


| have big goals and big dreams for it and the more | think 
about it the more | feel like even my dreams aren’t bold 
enough. She continuously surprises me and | know she has 
even more up her sleeve. 


And those surprises don’t even include the business 
surprises. She grasped some of the concepts | showed her 
this afternoon so fast | thought she was an experienced 
executive herself. 


She told me she’s been a lifelong reader and often spends 
time in her own head. How I'd like to get in there one day. 
Scratch that. Not one day. Every day. | want to know what 
makes her tick. See why reading books and thinking on her 
own have turned her into the sharp witted and intelligent 
woman that she is. Appreciate her mental beauty just as 
much as her physical beauty. 


She is so perfect. 


| don’t know what | did to deserve her or how | got so lucky 
that she would come into my life, but I did. 


And now that she’s here I’m going to do everything to show 
her this is exactly where she belongs. 


Here with me. Forever 


CHAPTER 12 


Mina 
The next day 


The computer screen goes blank and makes a beeping 
sound signaling the video conference with our Belgian 
clients is finished. 


“Well, that went incredibly well,” Jacob says. He leans in 
and kisses me with no hesitation this time taking me by 
surprise... but a very, very pleasant surprise. 


“They liked the offer?” | ask. 


“Liked it? That’s the biggest order they’ve ever made with 
us. And I’ve been working with them for seven years now. 
They loved you.” 


“Awww,” | say “Thank you.” 


“Are you kidding? Thank you! You’re Stone Solutions’ new 
secret weapon. | could see the clients enjoyed having such 
a beautiful young woman on the call. They must be tired of 
looking at this old mug,” he says point to his face. 


“Well, first of all it’s not old. Thirty-seven is the new twenty- 
seven. And | like a man who wears his experiences on his 
Sleeve. | find it very, very attractive.” 


| pull myself in next to him. 


“Oh you do, do you?” 


“ldo,” I say. | close my eyes and pucker my lips and he 
doesn’t keep me waiting and he certainly doesn’t 
disappoint. His lips melt into mine and the joy from a 
successful meeting turns into the euphoria of celebrating 
this business victory together And | know there are more 
victories to celebrate in the near future because we've got 
more teleconferences scheduled and I’m going to be 
prepared and ready for those too. 


His lips pull back from mine. “And you know what else this 
means?” 


“What?” 


“They'll need some hands on at first so we’re going to have 
to go to Belgium. Hello dark chocolate!” he says. 


“Oh, that sounds delicious,” | say and | tickle his ribs. | don’t 
know much about Belgium but | do know they have 
chocolate, waffles...and diamonds. 


Imagine that? A romantic getaway that ended witha 
diamond. 


“Waal Waa!” 
“Ut oh,” | say hearing Mia’s cries. “I better get that.” 
“Back to the realities of parenting,” he says. 


| jump up from my seat and put my hands on the top of his 
head before giving him a quick kiss. 


| skip out of the room and down the hall with one word in my 
mind. 


Parenting. 

He didn’t say babysitting, he said parenting. 

This is moving so fast and I’m not complaining one bit. Fairy 
tale romances are called fairy tales for a reason right? They 
just don’t happen. 

But they do. I’m in the middle of one right now and it’s right 
up there with any romantic book I’ve read. Maybe even 
better 

What am | saying, of course it’s better. 

This isn’t me reading about someone else, although that can 
be very fun, this is me. This is real life. This is happening. 


Now. 


This is my first relationship and | know it’s going to be my 
last. 


How incredible. I’ve only ever been kissed by one man, and 
that’s how it will stay. 


Only one man has ever made me feel this way, and only one 
man ever will. 


And I’ve been saving another kind of only too. There’s only 
one first time and | want to give it to him. 


Soon. 


But first I’ve got babysitting to do. 


Wait... parenting. I’ve got parenting to do. 


CHAPTER 13 


Mina 


“I thought instead of going to a nice restaurant, we could 
bring the restaurant to us,” he says. 


“Wow,” | say as the catering staff from the van brings 
everything into the kitchen. “And you couldn’t really get a 
babysitter to replace the babysitter could you?” | ask as | 
give him a playful wink. 


“You know you’re absolutely one of a kind and 
irreplaceable.” 


“Awww,” | say and give hima hug. “I like the idea of staying 
in more than going out anyways. We can eat and watch 
movies on the couch...or,” | say. 


“Ore” 

“Or...whatever comes up,” | say feeling something come up 
as | say the words. But what’s coming up is underneath his 
pants and pressing against me right now Are we even going 
to be able to eat first? And will tonight be the night? 

“| guess we'll have to see,” he says. 

But | already see. His body is making it loud and clear. 

“You want me to keep them and have them wait on us in the 


kitchen or let them know we’re good to go and eat in the 
living room?” 


“They'll actually wait on us in the kitchen.” 
“If you want they sure will.” 
“You know what | want?” 


“What’s that?” he says as he taps the tip of my nose with his 
finger. 


“You all to myself.” 


“I like the sound of that, but Mia might have me, or us, a 
little tonight too. We have to remember her.” 


“I always remember her,” | say. 


And it’s true, but | like that she’s always on the front of his 
mind. He’s a good dad and | can only imagine how 
incredible he’d be with even more practice. 


Last night | took time to myself and really thought this 
through. Everything is moving so fast and so perfectly that 
it’s easy to get caught up in the moment and just go with 
everything. Just accept everything that happens and 
embrace the fairy tale. 


And | am, but there needed to be that moment where I sat 
back and thought about everything objectively, especially 
before we share the most intimate of moments. 


This is aman raising a child all by himself Yes, he’s recently 
brought me on to help, but at the end of the day if this 
relationship continues, and there’s absolutely no reason to 
think it won’t, I’m going to be the mother to someone else’s 
child. A child he’s not the biological father of 


Although | think adoption and helping all kids is a beautiful 
thing | had to consider Mia’s feelings. When she’s older will 
she reject us Somewhat since we're not her ‘real parents.’ 


| hate playing devil’s advocate but | needed to and it made 
me think everything through. 


| Know she won’t because we will be her real parents. 
Parents aren’t always the ones who give you life in a 
biological sense. Parents can certainly be the ones who give 
you another kind of life, and light. The light they shine on 
you that’s full of love, encouragement, and opportunities. 
And no-one can provide opportunities for a child, or anyone, 
like Jacob can. 


Not only that but Jacob is Mia’s uncle so there is a blood 
connection there. Me? No, 


But that just means | have to work harder Lover her as 
much as I can. And be there for her. 


And that was always my plan, not that | needed a plan to do 
things that | want to do. Things that come naturally. 


And when the time comes for Jacob and | to welcome more 
children into the world then how can Mia not absolutely love 
the fact that we've given her brothers and sisters to play 
with and to go through this journey called life with. 


And that was my final conclusion, which also made me 
laugh. That old saying that goes something like, ‘life is what 
happens when you’re busy making plans,’ is completely 
true. 


| mean look at me. | was planning on just going to Jacob’s 
office to meet with him and here | am now about to eat 
dinner with him on the couch. 


How could | have ever planned for that? No way could | 
have. 


And I can’t plan on what’s going to happen in the future with 
myself, let alone Mia or Jacob or any future kids should we 
be lucky enough to have. 


| just have to give my best every day, like | do at work, and 
love the entire process, which | already do and know | will 
continue to. 


But still, | needed to work through these thoughts last night 
and I’m very glad | did. 


They put me at ease and made me sleep soundly. 


And the thought that we have a considerable age difference 
of fifteen years? 


You're only as old as you think. I’m a bit of an older soul. 
And with all the exercising and mental and physical activity 
he gets from running a huge and successful business he’s a 
bit of a kid at heart. It’s the perfect mix. 


Together maybe we're both about thirty in the way we go 
about things, if | had to put a number on us. 


But tonight there’s only one number that counts. 


One. 


As in first. As in| really hope tonight is the night that | 
experience him for the first time. 


| used to think one day I'll experience ‘it.’ But now | know 
there is no ‘it,’ without him. 


And now that I’ve found him I can’t wait to give him my 
special gift that will bond us together forever. 


CHAPTER 14 


Jacob 
The movie was good. 
Dinner was great. 
But all | can think about is dessert. 
And there’s only one thing on the menu. 
Her. 


Mia’s fast asleep and we’ve got the rest of the night to 
ourselves. All of the night to ourselves. 


| cleared out my entire schedule for tomorrow in case this 
runs as long as | expect it to. 


| know once | get started with her there’s no way I’m going 
to ever want to stop. Someone will have to come and pull 
me off her, but that will never happen. 


No way I’m letting someone else see my woman's body and 
nor will | share my body with anyone else’s eyes ever. 


She is for me and l am for her She is mine and I am hers. 


It’s a two-way street, but together it only leads in one 
direction. 


Deep within each other’s souls. 


And | can’t wait to bear mine for her and explore hers with 
everything | have. 


She moves slightly on the couch and | pull the blanket from 
the top of the couch and throw it over us. 


She arches her back putting her butt right in the pocket my 
groin has formed and now we're spooning. 


She cuddles into me and | wrap my arms around her as | 
cover us with the blanket. 


My hand quickly finds her hair, my fingers moving through 
her dark brown locks and straightening her hair out behind 
her allowing me to admire it. 


But my admiration for her runs much, much deeper than just 
her beautiful and feminine hair. 


My thumb and index finger find her chin and | rotate her 
head back slightly towards me. 


She rolls a half turn on the couch and now we're facing each 
other. 


| look into her eyes and her into mine for a split second 
before my lips come down on hers, finding that soft, 
feminine kiss of hers again. 


My hand slides in behind her back and | pull her body closer 
to mine. 


Why are there clothes still separating us? 


She exhales hard through her nose as her breathing spikes. 


My heartbeat races and my hands follow a path down her 
back and along that perfect curve of her lower back before 
grabbing her butt hard, pressing her midsection into my 
groin even deeper. 


| feel my erection struggling to break free of my pants which 
are now providing so much pressure against me that it’s 
incredibly painful. 


| must set it free and in the process set us free... together. 


| put my hands down on the couch beside her and as | 
continue devouring her lips with mine | roll off the couch, 
but never lose touch with her lips as my feet touch the 
ground. 


| scoop her up and lift her with ease. She’s as light as she is 
beautiful and it’s like I’m carrying a feather as | approach 
the marble staircase and begin the ascent to the master 
bedroom at the other end of the hall from mine. 


| have two identical master bedrooms, just flipped as they’re 
on different sides of the hall. 


| know exactly which one I’m taking her to. 
The one I don’t sleep in, ever Tonight is the most special of 
nights of both of our lives and | need a room that’s been off 


limits... until now. 


And the one I've been very carefully preparing without her 
finding out. 


Until now. 


| put my butt into the door and thrust it open. 
| turn around and enter the room with her in my arms. 
“Oh my god!” she says. 


Her words making me swell with pride at my work, not that | 
considered it work for one second. 


| extremely enjoyed preparing the room. 


Who wouldn’t when they knew they would be bringing their 
princess here to turn her into their queen? 


CHAPTER 15 


Mina 
It’s an explosion of the senses. 


My eyes are greeted with the amber flickers of candles which 
are placed in just a few places allowing enough illumination 

but keeping the room a bit dark and mysterious at the same 
time. 


My nose is greeted with what is likely those same candles... 
they’re scented. No wait...it’s roses. My eyes scan the room 
and | see a trail of rose petals leading to the white sheets 
and a heart made of rose petals on top of the bed. 


My ears are greeted with the sound of a light waterfall in the 
distance. | don’t know where the music is coming from but 
it’s relaxing and enticing at the same time. It’s like we're in 
nature here in this room, and the limited light allows that 
nature fantasy to persist within the mind even fuller and 
richer. 


My hands feel the muscles in his back and shoulders as | 
wrap my arms around him feeling his size and strength. 


And my lips again taste him as he leans in and kisses me 
deeply again after I’ve had a moment to take in the 
surroundings which he prepared without me ever finding 
out. 


“You're goooood,” | say marveling at his creation. 


“You're amazing,” he replies. 
“And that is what makes you so good,” | say. 


We both share a smile and then it’s right back to kissing 
some more. Kissing that | don’t ever want to stop and in this 
moment, in this room, my mind convinces me it never will. 


| feel my body moving but I don’t want to open my eyes in 
fear that this perfect dream might end. 


But this isn’t a dream. It’s real. And I’m reminded of that 
when | feel my body being laid out on the sheets. 


| open my eyes and come up on my elbows, watching him as 
he pulls his shirt up and over his head exposing the body 
I’ve been thirsting to see and oh is he a tall glass of milk. 


Oh. My. God. He is fit. 


And built, but in a natural way. The only vein | see is the 
one that runs through his bicep and down to his arm. But 
his body is rock hard, but not in that red skinned steroid 
kind of way. 


He looks like he stepped off the cover of Men’s Health and 
right into this bedroom. But actually...he looks even better 
than that. Much better. 


First because of his body but second because of his face. 
And those crystal clear eyes as blue as the ocean aren’t 
Photoshopped. They’re real and spectacular even in the 
reduced light of the candles in the room. 


But the best part of all is the look in those eyes. That’s what 
absolutely melts me and fills me with lust at the same time. 


The way he looks at me like he wants to worship my body 
yet devour it at the same time. Like he wants to kiss me for 
hours yet slide in and out of me with deep thrusts at the 
same time. 


The duality of it all has me not Knowing whether I’m coming 
or going. 


But | can already tell I’m going to be coming soon enough all 
right. As crazy as it sounds | can already feel it building... 
and I’m still completely dressed! 


But not for long. 
As his hands slide into the sides of his pants and then down 
his thick thighs bringing his pants along with them, mine do 


the same. 


I’ve got my legs out of them and thrown them across the 
room quicker than he can step out of his. 


And after my pants come my socks for my seemingly always 
cold feet which for the first time in forever seem anything 
but cold right now. 

He watches me as | peel my shirt off with reckless abandon, 
now in a white bra and matching panties on his white 
sheets. 

“| knew you were an angel. My angel.” 


| reach around my back ready to unhook my bra. 


“Ut..uh...uh,” he says sliding onto the bed with me. “That’s 
my job...later” 


My hands come up and | place them firmly on his chest. 
Each of his pecs dwarfs my tiny hands. | can feel the 
strength and power in his muscles and try and squeeze, but 
there’s nothing there to squeeze. You can’t squeeze water 
from a stone as the saying goes, and he is certainly rock 
hard. 


But you could definitely squeeze the wetness out of my 
panties right now which I’m conveniently reminded of me 
when another rock hard part of him brushes the fabric of his 
boxer briefs across my wet white lacy panties. 


This is getting really hot, really fast. 


And only hotter when his hand slides up my back and takes 
my bra hooks and unfastens them in one motion causing my 
bra to start sliding down my arms. 


| can’t wait. This is too much. | grab the bra and fling it to 
the side and suddenly | feel his gigantic hands on my wrists 
and my arms flung back and down against the sheets. 


“What a fucking body you have,” he says as he pins my 
arms out wide against the sheets taking in the sight of my 
chest. 


“I’m not sure it’s so great,” | say. 


“You're right. It’s not great,” he says. And before | can get 
angry at such an inappropriate comment he follows it up 
with, “because it’s way beyond great. It’s ab-so-fucking- 
lutely beyond belief and perfect. And all mine.” 


His hands release my wrists and the power | felt from being 
held down and the mental sexual stimulation his dominance 
gave me releases with it as his mouth comes down between 


my breasts as his kisses make their way down to my belly 
button and a bit lower before working their way up again as 
his hands slide along the small of my back. 


Oh my was this worth waiting a lifetime for. 


And when his hand takes one breast and his mouth takes my 
other | can’t help but arch my back towards his mouth and 
hand, nor can I hold back the moan which escapes me. 


A moan which is greeted by a guttural groan of his own as 
he flicks my nipple with the tip of his tongue before sucking 
as much of my tit as he can fit into his mouth before pulling 
his head back which brings a popping sound from the 
release of his mouth which was locked on me so tight it 
formed a suction proof vacuum. 


And then it’s right back on me but on my other breast as his 
hand that was on my breast slides up and across my 
collarbone, along my jawline and his finger across my lips 
which part for him. 


| instinctively take his finger into my mouth sucking its 
length. | never understood the appeal of that in the books 
I'd read all my life until now and now oh does it ever make 
sense. 


I want him inside me. My mouth. My pussy. My soul. 

And when | feel the fingers of his other hand slide 
underneath the fabric of my panties and bring one side 
down to my mid thigh I know I’m exposed for him now and 
we're close. 


I’m close. 


To giving him my ultimate gift that I’ve held forever. 
My virginity. 


His finger leaves my mouth and my shoulders press into the 
mattress and my head springs forward as my hands grasp 
for his wrist begging his finger to come back so I can suck it 
some more. 


But he’s too strong. So strong | don’t even know if my own 
strength registers when compared to his. His is so off the 
charts and he displays it again immediately when that hand 
that was just in my mouth finds the other side of my panties 
and together his hands pull my panties lifting my middle 
completely off the bed as he tears them away and throws 
them aside like they were a disposed paper towel. 


A used paper towel that is completely soaked with wetness. 


He jerks his own underwear off and for the first time | feel 
the head of his cock make contact with my skin. | feel the 
wetness of his precome and my breaths shorten and my 
muscles tighten preparing for him to enter me, which right 
now he can’t do soon enough. 


“You're mine, you know that,” he says. 

“Yes,” | say. 

“It wasn’t a question,” he says and kisses my mouth hard 
before suddenly kissing me hard in random places on my 
body in a staccato fashion like a pianist banging a keyboard. 
And between his deep, throaty grunts and my moans and 


exhales we are making our own kind of music. At least it’s a 
tune that will resonate for the two of us... forever. 


His kisses continue their strong and random fashion until | 
feel one on the inside of my thigh then the wetness of his 
tongue flattened out straight as he brings it straight up my 
folds and finds my clit which he takes in his mouth and rolls 
around causing my head to spin with it. 


It’s all too much and all too fast and all | can do to respond is 
give my all to him completely. 


And for the first time in my life | feel that wave rush through 
me and | know exactly what happens next. 


But finally Oh finally. This time I get to feel it for myself 
and not just read or hear about it as that wave takes me and 
then leaves me as | come hard right on his face. 


I’ve never felt something so powerful in my entire life. 
And now all | want is to feel it again. 


But I’m not done. There’s a second kick and | feel my walls 
tighten and his tongue dive deep. 


What could possibly top this? 
“You're ready for me,” he says. 


“Uh huh,” comes out in a way that makes me sound like a 
scared juvenile, but it’s not that at all. I’m putty in his 
hands. I’m reduced to my most basic and feminine self. | 
belong to this older more experienced man and his 
dominance brings out the most feminine qualities in me 
causing me to sound even younger than my years. 


And he sounds deeper than the note at the bottom of that 
imaginary piano that we're still making our first concerto on. 


And he’s hitting every note right. 


His lips come up and meet mine and | feel his cock twitch 
against the inside of the lowest part of my thigh and my ass 
flexes sending my hips forward as my body tries to will him 
inside me. 


| feel his hands wrap around me from behind and his hands 
come from the back of my shoulders and around just before 
he pulls me off the sheets and our bodies touch horizontally, 
all my skin on his and all his skin on mine. 


Then | feel the head of his cock pulsing against my opening 
and time stands still. 


“This is it. There’s no going back and no way | ever want to. 
It’s you and me together forever now You understand me?” 


| nod. 
“You understand?” 
“Yes,” | say softly. 


“You're mine and I’m yours forever. You sure you’re ready for 
that?” 


“I'm ready,” | say learning from the first time that nods 
aren't going to cut it. 


“I've been waiting my whole life for this moment, for you, 
and now it’s here and | can’t wait any longer | won't wait 
any longer Now is the time.” 


“I've been waiting my whole life too. Take me now,” | say 
louder than before and with that | feel the head of his cock 
enter me and the two of us become one. 


He’s big and thick and way more than I can handle but | 
have complete trust in him and he honors my trust by only 
going in a little before | feel his hips rock back as he pulls 
back to my opening, never quit pulling out of me...always 
keeping that connection...that togetherness... that oneness. 


“You okay?” 
“I'm okay! More. | want more.” 


| feel his thickness open me again and my eyes roll back in 
my head and although we’ve just started all | can think 
about is him filling me with his seed. Giving mea child of 
my own. Giving usa child of our own. 


He moves in and out of me and | can feel the head of his 
cock going forward and back but I can also feel the twitching 
of his cock moving side to side, opening me more and more 
in combination with his girth. 


He’s too big for me, but I don’t care. All I feel is ecstasy, no 
pain whatsoever 


And when | thought his tongue was the ultimate, only to be 
replace by him entering me as the new ultimate he shows 
me the next level...takes me there. 


The tip of his dick finds my G-spot and | hear him moan as 
he realizes he’s found my spot. 


The sensation. His moan. All of this. 


It’s too much at once. 


The wave forms again and just as I’m ready to ride it it’s met 
with a wave coming from the other direction and the two 
waves crash into one another throwing their energy in every 
direction as we climax in unison. 


My eyes shoot open and all | see is him and what I’ve done 
to him without even imagining | could. The way my body 
has turned this man into an animal...a hungry animal who 
devoured me and is now filling me with exactly what it takes 
to make a baby of our own. 


The look on his face as he doesn’t even know | see him. Just 
to see that he’s completely lost in the moment because of 
me and me because of him. 


| continue coming but so does he and he’s more powerful. 


| feel his juices enter and fill me. Their warmth inside me 
and it makes me feel even warmer all over... warmer than | 
already am. 


And then suddenly he falls forward not even catching 
himself because he can’t. Because he’s spent. 


Luckily his face finds the same oversized pillow that I’m on 
as his body crashes into mine. 


The momentum and weight carry us down together as | feel 
the sweat from his body and mine mix and then the bed 
catches us like a boomerang and sends us back upwards 
again. 


He’s breathing hard and | might be breathing even harder. 


“Are you okay? I’m sorry I didn’t mean to fall on you. It’s 
just—“ 


This time I’m the one who gets to bring a finger to his lips. 
“It’s perfect,” I say. “I love the way your body feels on mine. 
To feel your weight and strength on top of me is sexy, 


beautiful, and perfect at the same time.” 


“And l'Il have more ‘strength’ in just a second. | just need to 
catch my breath after what you just did to me.” 


“And what you did to me,” | say. 
His arms wrap around me and his lips wrap around mine. 


We kiss and out of nowhere | feel one last twitch of his cock 
inside me and know he’s still not done. 


No, he’s not done at all. As a matter of fact we’re just 
getting started. 


This is what | waited for all these years. ‘To get started.’ 
And that’s exactly what just happened. 


Together with him. And now that we’ve started | know more 
than anything | don’t ever want to stop. 


CHAPTER 16 


Jacob 


We wake up as late as Mia allows the next morning and take 
turns getting ready. 


I’m so lucky that she’s such an amazing baby and can sleep 
through the night. 


| couldn’t even count the number of times we blew each 
other’s minds last night and into the morning, nor would | 
want to. 


There’s no score to keep and nothing to compare to what | 
feel. This is next level. A level | never could have reached 
in this lifetime alone. And it’s a level she’s constantly taking 
me to only to take me even higher. 


This is truly what life’s all about. 


| push the stroller through the park marveling at how 
incredible family life really can be. 


But that’s it exactly This is family life. Before it was just 
some old dude trying unsuccessfully to figure out how to 
raise a baby girl on his own. 


Family time is way better when it’s actually family time. 


And there’s no family time without her Everything starts 
and ends with her. 


| hear the special ringtone on my phone signifying it’s a top 
client and the reality that it’s a weekday hits me. 


“Can you push the stroller for a second? | have to take this.” 
“Absolutely,” she says. 

| give her a quick kiss and then step aside so I’m not loud 
around Mia. That and | don’t want to disturb the peace in 
the park by having a business call on the path. 

| get things sorted out and am back to my woman in a flash. 


“Everything okay?” 


“Great actually Remember the guy | said you’d meet next 
week?” 


“Yep.” 

“He’s in town early so you'll get to meet him tonight. | told 
him about you just now and he says to say hello and that he 
can’t wait to meet you.” 

“That’s nice,” he says. 

“It’s perfect. | can’t wait to introduce you to everyone | 
know. And by introduce you | mean introduce you as my 
woman.” 


“Your girlfriend?” 


“That word’s not strong enough for me, but we can use it if it 
makes you more comfortable.” 


“You make me comfortable,” she says as she leans into me. 
“You can say it however you like, just as long as I’m by your 
side when you do.” 

“Always. You'll always be by my side from now on. That’s 
why we have to work on this girlfriend terminology thing. | 
need to get that figured out... fast.” 

And | do. 

| hate waiting especially when | know exactly what | want. 
And | know what I want and | know she does to. 


Time to make this happen. 


Pronto. 


CHAPTER 17 


Jacob 


“Mike! What’s up, buddy?” | say as my best friend pulls up 
to the gate. 


“Long time no see,” he replies. 
“Way too long. We gotta catch up.” 


“And you have to catch me up on this lovely lady you were 
telling me about.” 


“Most definitely You're going to meet her at dinner. She’s 
upstairs with the baby right now. Let’s get inside,” | say. 


Mike’s Uber pulls away from the curb and we head up the 
drive. 


“So you've got her handling international deals already? 
You put her on the call with the Belgians?” 


“Yep. Sure did.” 
“Wow, | know you and that is no small thing. Those 
international deals are complicated and tricky They require 


really good people skills.” 


“Well, lucky for me she’s got the best. She’s just as good 
with Mia as she is with a man like me. Perfect in fact.” 


“Wow. The man who thought he would never find the right 
woman finally has. What is this world coming to.” 


“| don’t know, but I’m glad the world finally came to its 
senses and sent her my way. I’m thanking my lucky stars 
every second of every day.” 


I’ve known Mike forever so | can get away talking like this 
with him. I’d never open up so fully to anyone else in the 
world, except for Mina and Mia. But I’m pretty sure baby Mia 
never processed anything of what | said when | used to 
stand over her crib and tell her things were going to be 
alright. 


But I was right. | got lucky. I got Mina. 


And sharing my joy of finding her with Mike feels really 
good. That’s what she’s taught me and really reinforced in 
me. Life is worth living when there are others there to share 
it with. 

And Mike certainly qualifies as one of those others who I'd 
do anything for and share anything with...except anything 
related to the sanctity of the relationship | have with my 
woman. 


A minute or two later we step inside my home and | call out 
her name, “Honey! Mike’s here.” 


Nothing. 


“She must still be putting Mia to bed. She’ll be down ina 
minute or so.” 


“Mia sleeps through the night?” 


“Yeah, | can’t believe it either” 


“Wow, man. You're really lucky in more ways than you 
know.” 


“Tell me about it. And I’m lucky you came all this way.” 


| wrap my arm around Mike’s shoulder as we make our way 
to the dining room. 


“Whoa. She is beautiful. I’m Mike. Nice to meet you.” 
The chef in the entryway to the dining room looks at him, 
blushes a bit and then offers her hand to meet his 
handshake. 

“That’s not her,” | whisper playfully at Mike. 

“Oh,” he says. 

All three of us share a laugh. 

“But you are beautiful young lady,” he says. 


“Thank you,” she replies. 


| appreciate Mike’s kindness, but to me there is only one 
beautiful woman in this world and she is mine. 


“Hey you,” comes from behind us and I recognize the voice 
immediately. 


“There she is!” | say. 


| spin around on the ball of my foot and see Mike do the 
same out of the corner of my eye. We’ve known each other 


so long even our movements are the same, regardless if we 
don’t see much of each other these days. 


But what I do see is Mina’s jaw hit the ground as she literally 
gasps at the sight of Mike. 


“What the...!” Mike says. Then suddenly he bursts out 
laughing. “Oh, you two are funny. You got me. Damn, 
Jacob. You're good. | didn’t know you even knew her name.” 


“Huh?” 

“Nice one.” 

My eyes move from Mina to Mike and back to Mina. She still 
looks shocked staring at Mike. Then she looks back at me 
and suddenly | see her face turn bright, bright red. 

“That explains why you weren’t at your apartment when | 
stopped by before | came over here. Now come over here 
and give your old man a hug?” 


Your old man? 


| would swear he’s talking about himself, but is this some 
new sort of humor and he’s referring to me. 


Mina timidly walks towards Mike, but keeps her eyes on me. 


Finally at the last second she looks at him and then leans in 
at the waist to hug him almost like strangers would hug... in 
a way that tries to avoid as much contact as possible. 


“Come on! You can do better than that. You act like the guy 
who used to blow your nose when you were sick is the one 
with the cooties now.” 


She hugs him a little more, but barely. 


And little would currently be way more than what’s going on 
right now that I’m comprehending. 


“Am | missing something here?” | say. 
“Very funny, dude. | already told you... you two got me.” 


“You know each other?” | look back and forth between Mina 
and Mike. I’m completely confused. 


Mina has a very nervous expression on her face. 


“Come on, now,” Mike says. Then he looks at Mina and for 
the first time he’s also starting to wonder what’s going on. 


He looks back at me and my confused look. 

Then to Mina and her anxiety level which is building like 
smoke at the base of a spaceship before one of those rocket 
launches. 

And l'm starting to put the puzzle pieces together all of the 
sudden and realize a rocket launch is about the perfect way 
to describe what’s about to happen. 


A lot of smoke, fire, and some high speed objects... like his 
fist if | don’t get this under control real quick. 


“Wait asecond. You two know each other?” he says. 
Too late. 


“Oh hell no!” 


Mike releases Mina and cocks back and here comes his fist 
headed straight for my jaw. 


| duck wrapping him up around the waist and throw him 
over my shoulder. He’s a big guy, and the punches he’s now 
burying into my back doesn’t feel good at all, but I’ve got 
him. 


| walk him over to the couch and toss him down before he 
does any real damage to me. 


“What the fuck? What the fuck is wrong with you, Jacob? 
What the hell are you two doing?” 


“| didn’t know,” I say. It’s not that it makes much difference 
at this point, but | have to do something to try and calm him 
down. Good luck with that. 


“What do you mean you didn’t know? You’ve seen pictures 
of her Don’t tell me your forgot you liar” 


Then it all suddenly makes sense. That’s why | couldn’t 
place her at the office when | looked at the company 

picture. It’s like all the information | need to solve a mystery 
suddenly fills my brain now that I have the missing clue that 
| needed all along. 


Mike was married long ago, but before the woman gave birth 
she separated and took off across country with Mike’s best 
friend without saying a word. She had a baby, but thinking 
back to what Mike told me all those years ago she didn’t tell 
him the name and all he was able to figure out through 
private investigator searches on his own last name was that 
she must have given the baby her last name, or worse yet, 
possibly her new boyfriend. 


Well when Mike’s daughter was about ten the Internet was 
working pretty well by that time and Google was getting 
better and better with their searches. She tracked him down 
and came to live with him when Mike’s ex split from Mina 
just like she’s split from Mike. It wasn’t a nice family story, 
or friendship story thanks to Mike’s best friend stabbing him 
in the back, so he rarely spoke about it. 


But he did have that picture in his house which is why | 
could recognize her face, even though it had changed since 
she was a kid. 


“First my wife cheats on me with my best friend and now my 
best friend ever since stabs me in the back by searching out 
my daughter and having a... whatever the hell this sick thing 
is that | won’t even call a relationship, with her This is 
bullshit! I’m outta here!” 


Mike jumps up off the couch and storms for the door. 
“Mike! It’s not like that. | honestly didn’t—” 


“No, you can stop right there. It is like that. It’s exactly like 
that. And you know what it’s going to be like from now on.” 
He pauses and | swear you could heara pin drop. “You hear 
that? Huh? That’s the sound of nothing. Get used to it 
because that’s what it’s going to be like between us and 
that’s exactly what you are to me now. _No-thing!” 


His hand grabs the door hard and barely a second later he’s 
slamming it from the other side 


| call the gate guard and tell him to open the gate and get a 
cab here immediately. No way Mike’s taking a ride that | 
offer, but if a cab “unexpectedly” happens to drive by at 


that time he'll take it. He'll be too worked up not to. Not to 
mention he won’t know it was me. 


| turn back and look at Mina who’s now on the couch exactly 
where Mike just was. 


But when Mike was there his face was filled with anger and 
rage. Mina’s is filled with tears and sadness. 


Not three minutes ago | was on the top of the world with my 
two favorite people in the world. 


Now here | am feeling like I let both of them down. 
And down is exactly where | find myself now. 


Down in the dumps watching my dream of the absolute 
perfect life go down the drain with it. 


CHAPTER 18 


Jacob 
“He cancelled all his business with us,” Janice says. 


“How can he do that? First of all he needs our services and 
second of all we have contracts.” 


“He exercised the thirty day out clauses on all of them, well 
technically his lawyer did. And his lawyer said not to call 
him or try in any way to speak or get in touch with him or 
they'll consider it harassment and they will press charges.” 
“You've got to be kidding me?” 


Janice purses her lips and shakes her head side to side. “I’m 
really sorry, boss.” 


| breathe in and hold it for a five count before letting it out. 


“Okay. Let’s not get sad or angry let’s do what we always 
do. Let’s think of solutions.” 


“Sir, if | may?” 

“Please do.” 

“Those were business problems we've been solving all these 
years. This one runs much, much deeper and if I’m honest 


I’m not sure you're going to be able to think your way out of 
this with a solution... especially not a quick one.” 


“You might be right, but I’m going to try You know that I’m 
not going down without a fight, and that’s if | go down at all, 
which | won’t. Where there’s a will there’s always a way.” 


Janice looks at me like I’m crazy, and | may very well be. But 
I’m going to right this ship and make this work. 


It’s not a matter of how or if or maybe or hope. 

It’s a matter of must and need. 

| must do this. It needs to be done. 

And I’m the man to do it. 

No way I’m losing my best friend and even more importantly 
no way is my woman losing her one and only father, and me 


losing her in the process. 


Not. Gonna. Happen. 


CHAPTER 19 


Mike 
The next week 


| tip back the Corona and watch the baseball game from my 
couch. | can’t remember the last time | had a drink of 
alcohol. 


Oh wait. Yes, | can. It was when my daughter’s mother ran 
off with my best friend. | pounded the bottle hard fora 
month and then finally | told myself enough is enough and 
pulled my pants up and got back to work. 


And in doing so I built my company into what it’s become 
today. A titan of industry...a titan on the ropes without 
Jacob’s company’s help. 


Why did it have to end this way? We were friends in life first 
then we took that friendship and both made big successful 
businesses out of it. 


And the reality is that | know without my business his 
business will be down well over fifty percent and on it’s own 
path to destruction. 


All because of the destruction he caused. 
And now | won’t even call my daughter by her name 


anymore, just like her mother They don’t deserve it. 
Neither of them, not after what they did to me. 


| blink my eyes and focus on the TV screen. Wow, it’s the 
fourth inning already. An hour or more must have gone by 
since | turned this darn thing on and | haven’t seen a single 
minute of the game. My mind is just off in la-la land while 
my mouth is wrapped around this bottle. 


| look at the table next to the couch and realize it’s more like 
the fifth bottle And the one in my hand is beyond warm, 
and | don’t even seem to mind. 


I’m forty-two now. I’m five years older than Jacob and less 
likely to get back on my feet if my company goes to hell ina 
handbasket. Who hires forty-two year olds with a gigantic 
failure on their record? One that will play out in the news 
and all the other forms of media until it squeezes the last bit 
of life out of me and | become a complete mess. 


At least Jacob’s got a woman to be there with him when his 
company falters. A woman? 


When did she go and grow up so quickly? 
Wow, how time flies. 


| can’t help but smile remembering when | found out that my 
baby had been born and | had a daughter. I| was twenty 
when she was born, but didn’t even hear about it until years 
later Before Google life was a real bear Not only that, but 
sometimes I’d sit up at night and wonder if trying to track 
her down was even the right thing. Maybe if | showed up it 
would just complicate things even more, and the last thing a 
child needs is complications... especially a little girl. 


For all | knew her mother probably told her the new guy was 
her father, and the thought of that made my blood boil. If | 


ever did find them | sure would put a hurting on that man if | 
found out that was the case. And he better be treating her 
right. 


| shake my head trying to center my thoughts realizing my 
mind is slipping back to that time. 


And then | remember when | met her for the first time. My 
Mighty Mini Mina. The tiny girl with the big heart. The heart 
that led her to find the truth and in doing so finding her 
father. 


Damn, | said her name. Who am I fooling? I'll always love 
that little kid... my little girl. Even if something completely 
messed up happened and she got into a relationship with 
my best friend. | mean my former best friend. The second 
time I’ve had to give that title to someone. Twice more than 
anyone ever should have to. 


Who knows? Maybe they'll break up. Relationships barely 
last long these days anyways. | mean look at me and Jacob. 
We were indestructible and now look what happened. 

So much for thinking he ever gave a damn about me. 

Ding. Dong. 

“What is wrong with these telemarketers and salespeople 
these days? Don’t they have any shame? It’s Saturday for 


Pete’s sake.” 


| press the volume button on the remote and realize it’s a 
break in the game and it’s a commercial for Stone Solutions. 


“We're the rock you can lean on,” | say under my breath as 
the commercial states their slogan. 


“Lean on and then you pull it out from underneath me and | 
fall over on my face!” I say. “Asshole.” 


| take another swig of my Corona just as the doorbell rings 
again. 


“What do you want?” | yell practically spitting beer in the 
process. Jeez, l'm a complete wreck right now but | need to 
blow off some steam and | don’t feel so bad doing so to an 
unwanted salesperson who won't get the hint. 


“What!” | yell as | open the door. 

“Excuse me. Mr Lewis? Mr Mike Lewis?” 

| look at the woman and her colleague who is standing just 
behind her Behind them is a van with the door open. Inside 
appears to be some guy with camera and lighting 


equipment. 


| don’t remember sending in my Publisher’s Clearing House 
thing this year Does that even exist anymore? 


“Yeah, | might be him,” I say. 


The lady looks down at some picture she’s holding and then 
back up at me. 


“Might be?” 


“Sorry | value my privacy. You know how it is these days.” 


but | must tell you we’re here to tell you you won Success 
Magazine’s contest as the best business buddy of the year. 


“Business buddy? That doesn’t even sound real.” 


“Oh it’s very real and it was a very competitive competition. 
We surveyed CEOs and executives from all fifty states and 
nearly forty countries. They were asked to name one person 
and one person only who was instrumental in their business 
success and to explain why. And | must Say in all my years 
of being the project manager for this contest I’ve never read 
a more heartfelt and moving piece like the one | read from 
your friend, Mr Stone.” 


A chill goes up my spin and | feel the goose bumps 
immediately. So much for the alcohol numbing my pain, or 
my senses. 


“Mr Stone’s not my friend!” | say. 

“Not your friend? He says in his letter he’s your best friend. 
He says you've been friends for years and he even has some 
funny anecdotes about things the two of you have done 
together over the years. | must say sir, you are a bit of a 
wild one. A loose canon if | may.” 

“lam not. And he’s not my...when did he write that letter?” 


“Just last week actually. He got it in the afternoon of the 
final day FedExed it to us the night before.” 


“What day was that?” 
“Last Friday. Does it matter?” 
That son of a gun. That little rascal. We had our falling out 


on Wednesday and his sneaky little butt had that letter 
together and in the mail the next day for delivery on Friday. 


He was able to instantly brush aside what happened 
between us and put that thing together And apparently he 
did a pretty good job of it. 


“Let me see that thing,” | say swiping it from the hands of 
the lady. I’m still feeling the liquid courage which also leads 
to my lack of manners. 


| look at the signature at the bottom first. Yep, it’s his. Now 
to read it. 


Dear Success Magazine, 


You can stop your search now. I’m here to tell you the 
winner is Mike Lewis and Mike Lewis only. | could literally 
give you a million reasons why but here are the top ten. 


What does this guy think he’s Dave Letterman or something 
with his top ten list? 


First and foremost this man is more than my business 
buddy. He’s my brother We may not share the same blood, 
or even the same blood type but when one of us bleeds so 
does the other And it’s that blood, sweat, and tears he’s 
spilled on my behalf that have made my business what it Is 
today Hewas my very first client giving me the belief that, 
“Hey, maybe I can do this.” But then again that’s no 
surprise. He’s a few years older than me and he’s been 
treating me like his bratty little brother our entire lives. He’s 
the big brother who’s hard on me, who challenges me more 
than I could ever challenge myself, so when | face the big 
bad world out there it’s a piece of cake. Nothing, or no one 
could have prepared the challenges that life would throw at 
me like he did. Whether it was when he told me to stop 
crying and pick myself up off the ground when we played 


sports or when he told me you ALWAYS help an older lady 
cross the street it’s all the same. He wasn’t teaching me 
lessons about business, although they apply He was 
teaching me lessons about life. About how to be the best 
man | could be every day and who better to learn from than 
the absolute best man I’ve ever known? Mike Lewis. 


Apparently a bug flew in my eye when I wasn’t paying 
attention because | feel my eye watering up. 


“Are you Okay, sir?” the lady asks. 


“I'm fine. | don’t need to read anymore of this love letter,” | 
say. “That’s not what I taught him. | taught him how to be 
tough.” 


“He describes that in incredible and moving detail in 
number seven. You really should read it.” 


“What | should do is go back and sit down on my couch,” | 
say. “And get this bug out of my eye. All this rain they must 
be hatching like crazy right now.” | hear a slight exhale and 
look over the lady’s shoulder at that man. He turns his head 
to the side and pretends to cough. “What are you laughing 
at?” 


“Sir, do you mind if we come in? We'd like to interview you 
and take some pictures for the cover of the magazine.” 


“Pictures? I’m in no shape to have my picture taken.” 


“We have a makeup crew and an amazing lighting team. 
You'll look amazing. | promise.” 


| turn back and look over my shoulder That damn 
commercial of Jacob’s is running again...already? And | see 


the beer bottles staring back at me from the table. 
“Can you just give me two minutes to tidy up?” 
“Sure thing,” she says. 

“And can | get you something to drink?” 


“Well, Mr Lewis actually we brought you something to 
drink.” 


“Come again?” 


“The winner receives a bottle of champagne valued at north 
of ten thousand dollars.” 


“Champagne? But! don’t drink... usually,” | say. 


The lady does a good job of not laughing at me or pointing 
out the obvious. 


“Right. Well then let me get some flutes. Just give mea 
second please,” | say. 


“No problem. And congratulations on you big win,” she 
Says. 


| turn and walk towards the kitchen knowing I need to get a 
plastic bag and get this place cleaned up asap. Luckily | 
drank those beers so quickly the alcohol hasn’t really had 
time to setin yet. If | can knock this interview and photo 
thing out quickly maybe l'Il pass out after they leave, and 
not while they’re asking me how | got so successful or 
whatever other ironic question they might ask me in the 
middle of a drunken stupor. 


Her last words play back in my ears. “...congratulations on 
your big win.” 


That might just be the most ironic part of this whole thing 
right there. 


I’m mad as the Dickens at Jacob but in my heart | know I’m 
not. I’m not mad at him or Mina. 


Why? 

Because the biggest win is the one they don’t know about. 
The one where after | pack up and leave today | get ona 
plane, sober or not, and go out there and apologize to the 
two most important people in the world. 


That’s why I’m a winner. Because they're in my life. Both of 
them. 


And I'm going to make sure it stays that way. 


Forever. 


CHAPTER 20 


Mina 
Two days later 


“Why don’t we have cities this beautiful back in the States?” 
| ask. 


“It’s the castles. The castles and cobblestone streets are 
what make it work.” 


“But I’ve got my king so should we have a castle?” | ask. 


He looks down at me and smiles. His hands move on top of 
mine and he slides his foot in securing the parking break on 
the stroller that Mia’s in. 


We're in Bruges, Belgium on a Super small brick bridge 
covered in green vegetation. The quaint and picture perfect 
bridge sits above a tiny waterway that leads through the 
city. A city that is so beautiful | could really live here..or at 
least come up with a lot of excuses to visit our clients here. 


“You will have your castle,” he says. 


“For my king to keep me safe in. Doesn’t it feel so safe and 
cozy here by the way.” 


“It does, but you know what | feel more than anything?” 


“What’s that?” | say, as his hands roll over taking mine in his 
as he steps away from the stroller. 


We're the only ones on the bridge and the sun is setting off 
in the distance. The sky is a radiant shade of blue with 
streaks of pink and shades of purple that the world’s best 
painters couldn’t have painted themselves in a hundred 
years. | make a mental note to visit the Rembrandt House 
Museum in the Amsterdam next time we’re back here. 
Holland is just a super short train ride from here or only half 
an hour by car. 


“It feels romantic. It feels safe for someone who likes 
families. Someone like me, now that I’ve met you. | want a 
family. A big, big family full of baby boys and baby girls and 
a house full of laughter and love and everything that comes 
with it. And I want it all with you.” 


“Awww,” | say. 
“It all starts with you.” 


He pauses as we stare into each other's eyes. | love how 
he’s strong when he needs to be but says the nicest things 
to me too. He’s the perfect mix of manly man and romantic 
man and right now he’s both. 


“We've had a lot of firsts along the way already, but we need 
to have one more... tonight.” 


My eyes narrow as | try to think what he might be alluding 
to. 


“Right here and right now,” he says as he lowers his knee 
which quickly finds itself resting on the cobblestone while 
one of his hands takes mine while the other reaches 


underneath Mia’s stroller and | hear a click and some sort of 
secret compartment opens and he removes a tiny black box. 
He opens it and there it is. 


An absolutely flawless, perfect, sparking diamond. And is it 
ever huge! 


“Beautiful. This is the kind of city for a family. Let’s take the 
first step on making ours official. Let’s agree to become one 
here and bottle up this perfection here that surrounds us 
and take it back home with us and build our very own castle 
there. Our castle for our own little kingdom. Right now it’s 
little in that it’s only three of us, but with my love and 
insatiable appetite for you that kingdom is going to grow 
faster than our eyes will believe, but not as fast as our 
hearts will desire. Because we'll always want more children. 
More of those baby girls and baby boys to surround us and 
make our life even more perfect. But we have to do this 
together You and me. And that agreement starts here and 
now. | agree to love and cherish you forever and | know that 
you'll do the same. Will you join me in sharing our 
agreement with the whole wide world? Will you marry me?” 


| would bring my hand to my face, but Jacob has a tight hold 
of it and | know he'll never let go... just like he’ll never let me 


go. 


He’s got me now and neither he nor | will ever take the other 
for granted. We're going to hold on tight to each other and 
Share this journey through life together... with a whole lot of 
children that l'Il get to ‘babysit’ for years and years to come. 


“Yes!” | yell. | hear my answer echo across the nearly still 
water that slowly makes its way down the waterway in 
complete contrast to the rush with which we want to fill the 


world with our very own babies. | wouldn’t be surprised if 
I’m pregnant already as a matter of fact. 


He slides the ring on my finger and | immediately feel its 
weight. 


“Wow, it’s a big one,” | say. 

“Just like my love for you.” 

“And my love for you,” | say. 

We kiss and then kiss some more. 


Suddenly | hear something that sounds like...a camera 
taking pictures? 


We both turn to our right and see a man on the other 
cobblestone walkway along the waterway taking pictures of 
US. 

“What the heck?” Jacob says. 

“You didn’t... hire him?” | ask. 

“No,” he says. “How strange.” 

“Maybe a present from your client.” 

“They had no idea | was going to propose,” Jacob says. 

“Oh they had some idea when they heard you were headed 
to Belgium,” the voice says and | recognize it instantly The 
water must make our voices carry enough that he can hear 


us. “And technically I’m not your client anymore, but | hope 
we can see to making that happen again.” 


“Dad,” | say as | turn to face him and hold out my arms. 

He quickly makes his way up the walkway and onto the 
bridge and we hug. It feels so good to get a real hug from 
him again. It’s been way too long and that last one hardly 
counted. 

“I’m sorry for what happened,” he says. “I acted like a jerk.” 
“No problem and no need to mention it ever again,” Jacob 
says. “I’m sure | didn’t look so good based on the available 
facts at the moment.” 

“But now | realize what really happened. You two really were 
brought together by fate, and as I can clearly see fate did a 
great job. You belong together and you have my blessing.” 


He turns toward Jacob and offers his hand which Jacob 
quickly accepts. They shake, but it’s not enough. 


These two long time friends embrace and it looks like things 
are back to the way they were...and how they should be. 


“How did you find us?” | ask. 


“Well, your fiancé here seems to think I’m not so bad as a 
business buddy.” 


“| knew you’d win,” Jacob says. 
“Win what?” | ask. 


“It looks like we've all got a lot of catching up to do,” Jacob 
Says. 


“We sure do,” | say. 
“Let’s grab one of those famous Belgium beers and have at 
it then. Last time I was drinking alone. This time | want to 
drink with family.” 


“Family,” Jacob says. 


He extends his arm out and brings his fingers together with 
a locked wrist. 


My dad stacks his hand on top of Jacob’s and | stack mine on 
top of dad’s. 


“Woooooooo...” Jacob begins as all three of our hands lower. 
“,.aaaaaaaaah!” he finishes and we quickly raise our hands 
to the sky. 


The sky. Where my head has been since | met him... lost in 
the clouds. 


Mia makes a small sound from inside her stroller We must 
have woke her with all the excitement. 


“You too!” Jacob says. 

He very carefully puts his hand on top of Mia’s tiny, tiny 
little hand and we do a very modified version of our hand 
gesture again, this time including her. 

“One for all and all for one.” 


“That’s how families work!” dad says. 


“That’s right,” I say. “Families. My family Our family The 
perfect family.” 


“The perfect family,” we say in unison. 


EPILOGUE 


Mina 
Two months later 


“We understand what your business needs and the 
deliverables and the due dates,” | say into the 
teleconference from my computer in the house. 


“And you can hit the due date. That’s what we’re most 
worried about,” the client from Melbourne says. 


“Not a problem. To be honest our internal projections have 
us delivering everything a month ahead, but we're just 
adding in extra time for safety and wiggle room. | promise 
you you'll have everything by the due date, but | wouldn’t 
be surprised if it arrives earlier, much earlier” 


“You guys really are the best in the business.” 


“Thank you. If it weren’t for clients like you we’d be 
nothing.” 


“I’m not so sure about that,” he says. “Without Jacob we 
wouldn’t even have a business. Our consultants tell us we 
rely on him too much these days but I told them I’d never 
switch.” 

“Nor will we,” | say. 


“And it’s nice to see he found love. I’m so happy for you.” 


“Thank you,” I say. | love that all of Stone Solutions clients 
make business so personal and nice. 


“Can | see the ring?” 


“I'll never get tired of showing this stone from Mr. Stone off,” 
| say raising my hand to the webcam. 


“Wow! That is beautiful. And a big one too. Come to think 
of it, maybe we need to renegotiate our rates,” he jokes. 


I laugh. “When we win we all win together And to be 
honest I think he splurged quite a bit. This was years of 
money he saved up by not going on dates and all those 
things until he met me. | feel very special and very 
fortunate.” 


“And you are. Please send our regards to Jacob and we'll be 
in touch.” 


“Will do.” 

“And congratulations on the pregnancy!” 

“Thanks!” 

“See ya.” 

“See ya,” | say and the conference call disconnects. 

| stand from my chair and stretch up toward the ceiling. 


| walk out of the room and almost bump right into Jacob. 


“Whoa, | have to be careful. Can’t be running into you now 
that you’re carrying my baby.” 


“Well | think we can crash into each other, especially our 
lips,” | say puckering up and pointing at my lips. 


He kisses me gently on my lips and suddenly | feel his hand 
on my ass squeezing firmly “Hey!” 


We both laugh. 
“All finished with Singapore?” | ask. 
“Yep! All finished with Melbourne?” 


“Yep! Hmmm,” | say. “ Seems like we’ve got some time on 
our hands now don’t we?” 


“It does certainly seem that way doesn’t it?” 
“It does. | just wonder what in the world we can do to fill it?” 


| feel his hands tickle my sides and I try and squirm, but it’s 
too late. He’s carefully scooping me up and carrying me to 
the bedroom. 


| don’t know what | love more...that his appetite for me 
hasn’t wavered one bit even though I’m putting on weight 
and have a child inside me. 


Or the fact that in addition to having the perfect family life 
I’m able to balance the career side of things too. | love 
challenging myself creatively and dealing with our clients 
and solving their toughest challenges. At first | had to ask 
Jacob for a lot of help, but the more | do it the more I’m 
getting the hang of it, plus I’m learning the ins and outs of 


each of our clients much better now and Jacob says that 
soon l'Il be able to predict what they need before they even 
know what they need. Wouldn’t that be something? 


And speaking of something, Jacob is building something 
very, very special and completely beyond belief. 


A castle. 
Yes, a real castle. 


He bought a plot of land in the countryside and the stones 
are being set as we speak. He said he wasn’t joking when 
we were in Bruges. I’m his queen and I'll live in a castle, at 
least on the weekends when we go out there. 


And it will give our kids an even bigger place to play anda 
bigger space means more room for even more kids. 


We're barely starting and we can’t even stop thinking of how 
big we want our family to be. 


And speaking of big | look at his face and see he’s still 
carrying me like I’m as light as a feather, even though | 
know I’m anything but now. 


Once my pregnancy got confirmed we celebrated a little too 
much. | guess we really haven’t stopped come to think of it. 
I’ve been eating everything in sight yet he hasn’t mentioned 
it at all, looked at me funny, or lost his appetite for me one 
bit. 


| already know we're going to be very active late into this 
pregnancy, and the next...and the next...and the next...and 
the... 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Jacob 
Fifteen years later 


“But boys don’t babysit, dad,” my son Jackson says. “That’s 
a girl’s job.” 

“First of all it’s not just a girl’s job. You choose a babysitter 
based on their qualifications, trust, and how well they get 
along with your kids...not based on their sex. Second of all 
you never know who you’re going to meet babysitting. 
Babysitting is the reason you're here with us today.” 
“Jacob!” Mina says. 


“Hey, it’s true and you know the rule. Never lie to the kids. 
They're too smart and they'll know anyways.” 


“TMI dad. TMI.” 


“Don’t think of it as babysitting, son. Think of it as being the 
king of the castle and you’re watching over your tribe.” 


“My tribe?” 


“Your people. Whatever you want to call it in your mind. 
You're a young man, right?” 


“Yeah. | play football, remember?” 


“Of course! And in football you have to protect the 
quarterback from getting tackled or even hit, right?” 


a Yeah. ” 


“Same thing applies. You’re going to protect the Smith kids 
tonight just like you would protect the quarterback on the 
football field.” 


“| guess that makes sense.” 

“Well, you know what doesn’t make sense?” 

“What?” 

“Why you're not dating that oldest Smith girl yet. She’sa 
real looker and I’m pretty sure the reason you're going over 
there in the first place is because she told her parents to 
offer you the job.” 

“She’s older than me, dad.” 


“Why should that matter?” 


“She won't be there anyways. If she was there they wouldn’t 
need someone to watch the kids.” 


“| wouldn’t be surprised if she suddenly came down with 
something at dinner and had to rush home. And when she 
does that knight better be protecting his castle when his 
queen arrives.” 


a Dad! ” 


“I'm just saying.” | turn and see Mina with her eyes closed 
shaking her head but most importantly she’s smiling like she 


always Is. 


“Since when did you become Chuck Woolery Mr. 
Matchmaker?” 


“What’s that?” | yell and point out the window 
“Where?” she says looking outside. 


| grab one of the balls of cookie dough off the sheet and 
stuff it in my mouth. 


“Must have been nothing,” | mumble. 
She turns and looks at me. “Uh huh. Nothing, huh? What’s 
that!” she yells and pinches me on the butt. “Must be biting 


spiders in the house.” 


“I like biting spiders,” | say and | kiss her neck carefully even 
though | still have a mouthful of cookie dough. 


“Did you get cookie dough on my neck?” 

“No and if | did you wouldn’t be able to tell?” 

“And why is that?” 

“Because you're the sweetest thing in the world already.” 
“What’s that!” she yells. 

“What?” 

“The nicest husband who | love more than anything in the 


world, with maybe the exception of the seven children we 
have together” 


| love that she always counts Mia as one of our children. 
How couldn’t she? 


Mia was the one that brought us together when she started 
off as the boss’s babysitter But now things are much, much 
different. 


She’s not only the boss of the house but of Stone Solutions 
too. 


Granted when we need muscle or a tough decision | step in 
and consult, but taking a step back and handing her the 
reins has been the best thing for both of us. 


| built the company up on my own and it feels good to hand 
it over to the best business mind | know. Putting the 
succession plan in place way before it’s necessary was a 
great idea. 


Not only that it gives her the sense of satisfaction she craves 
from still working. Surely she'll retire early at some point, 
but not until we’ve groomed the kids to take over for us. 


And speaking of kids my new role allows me what | value 
more than anything any company could ever provide me. 


More time with my family. 
And that includes their grandpa, Mike. 


We take them fishing and play sports and all kinds of things 
with them in the mornings when their mom is working. Then 
in the afternoon | do a bit of work and mom puts on her mom 
hat and rushes the kids off to all their practices, recitals, 
sleepovers and all the other things they have going on. 


And when her day runs long I’m more than happy to drive 
the minivan wherever the kids tell me it needs to go. 


A minivan. Who would have ever thought? 


Certainly not me, but then again I never thought a brave girl 
from the third floor would come up to my office asking for 
more responsibility. And fifteen years later that 
‘responsibility’ would be mother to my children, head of our 
household and business, and woman that | love and cherish 
more than anything in the world. 


| may have been the boss when we met, but now we're both 
bosses of family inc. The most important thing we’ve ever 
put our minds to and luckily the easiest. 


It comes naturally when you love what you do and there’s 
nothing | love more than her and our family. 


Together. Forever. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 
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Baby Lust 
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Built 
Bambino 
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Leader 
Professor 
Burned 
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Worldly 
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Driven 

Lucky 13 
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Protector 
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Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
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Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 
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Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
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Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
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Bodyguard 

Greek God 

Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 
Mountain Man 
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Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 
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Cop’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Nanny 
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Steamy 

Brother’s Best Friend 
Possessive Professor 
Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward's Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 





